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    Author's Note:

The work referenced within is used in parody of the source material, or to critique, comment, or make jokes. The author does not own any rights to the referenced source material.

All places referenced within are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to people (or cryptids), living or nonliving, is coincidental. Cryptids (probably) aren't real, and it isn't recommended to move across the country or go into the woods searching for one to get your jollies on.

To all the Twilight fans who are now queer and monsterfucker lovers.
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Forks
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In the state of Washington, under a near constant cover of clouds and rain, there is a small town named Forks. Population: 3,295 people. This is where I'm moving.

I've always wanted to say that. I'm not Bella Swan, though. I'm a guy, who thought he was a confused girl at one point when I had a crush on not only Edward and Jacob, but Bella and Alice. And Rosalie. And Jasper. I was like Bella on that first day in the cafeteria: bi as hell and didn't know who I found the most attractive. Other than that, I'm nothing like Bella, except for the fact that I'm moving to Forks.

I'm not moving to Forks to be with my dad while my mom is on the roads with her new husband, I'm not from Arizona, and in fact I hate the heat and the sun. I'd rather have darkness and the fluorescent glow of a lamp in my arms any day.

So, why am I moving to Forks? For work, naturally. Literally. I work with nature, forestry. Okay, yes, it's also kinda my dream, as a closet Twilight fan. But I do study forestry. And while I don't expect to find a secret group of werewolves or a coven of vampires out here, I am curious if other cryptids exist.

That's what I'm here to find out. While studying regular plants and wildlife.

When I arrive in Forks, I have to take a cab to my new apartment. My rickety old car (no, it wasn't a red truck) wouldn't have made it cross country, so I plan to get another car here. The old one is safe in the care of my younger sister, Jezz.

Speaking of, my phone buzzes in the cab.

When I pick up, I'm immediately bombarded, without even saying hello.

"Did you make it okay? I assume your plane didn't crash if you picked up? Right? Are you at your apartment yet?" Jezz says all of this without taking a breath.

"Yes, no, it didn't, no. I'm in a cab."

She lets out a heavy breath. "You will call me if you need anything or have a life threatening incident, right?"

"Yes, I will."

I'm very aware of the fact that traditionally, one would expect the older sibling to look after the younger one. That would be logical if I weren't a fucking klutz. Years of me falling on my ass or getting hit in the head with random objects have led Jezz to be the more protective one.

"Okay, good. Make sure you don't trip or anything getting into your apartment."

"Way to fucking jinx a guy, Jezz."

"Oops! Sorry!" I can hear the clap of her hand over her mouth.

"I'll talk to you later."

"Okay, bye!"

I don't know how she manages to be overbearing and flighty at the same time. 

When I finally get to my apartment, which is a basic, dinky thing, I haul my measly two suitcases in and sprawl on the floor. My furniture isn't here yet. For now I just want to stare into the void of my ceiling and be a fucking blob.

I text Jezz to say I'm in my apartment and send her a picture of the ceiling for shits and giggles.

It took me like, ten years, but I'm here. Finally I'm in Forks. I'm glad to be far away from middle of fucking nowhere Ohio, and its neighbor, West Virginia, Mothman country. Maybe here in this chosen exile, I can forget about all things mothpeople related.

There are plants and bugs and wildlife to study and catalog, and who knows what else might be out there in the pacific northwest woods. Probably not vampires or shape shifting wolves. Maybe the infamous sasquatch?

After I've had enough lying about, I venture out on foot to get acquainted with the town and to find the nearest convenience store. I grab a few essentials and something to eat from this burger place on the way back to my apartment.

Thank Mothman my furniture arrives shortly after and I have a bed to sleep on. Tomorrow, I'll venture to Port Angeles for a car, and not get fucking lost, and the day after, I start my job at the Forks Forestry Department.

I have to take a bus to Port Angeles, and then find a car dealership with a decent, reasonably priced car, which is a whole lot of peopleing for an introvert like myself. It's one of the reasons I liked the idea of moving to such a small and quiet place, even if it's a bit of a tourist attraction now. I'm glad when I'm finally finished and end up with a little yellow Beetle to drive home. I hadn't expected them to have it, and I've always wanted one.

Back at home, there's not a lot to do, which I'm perfectly fine with. My net won't be installed until a couple days from now so I pull up a playlist of Editors songs on my phone and read a book on my Kindle while I eat supper. For the rest of the evening I just bask in the Pacific northwest feels and ennui and boredom.

Tomorrow, I get to go to work.
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Forest
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As I'm getting ready in the morning, my phone buzzes with a text.

Malcolm S: good luck Mr. Forest Ranger. You'll let me know if you find the sasquatch or some werewolves, right? And send pics!!

Malcolm is a nosey conspiracy theorist from the Ohio area who likes to search the West Virginia woods for cryptids. We met in his search for Mothman, and now, we like to yank each other's chains. He's one of those people who's always trying to get pictures of that shit. Currently he's looking for signs of the existence of the Flatwoods monster.

I think he's full of shit. I mean, I know Mothman is real, from firsthand experience but the Flatwoods monster? Come on.

Me: ty. I'll get right on that

Malcolm S: I mean it! 

Me: yeah yeah

I send him a random gif of Bella in her red truck and stuff my phone in my jeans pocket. Stepping back into the bathroom, I wash my hands thoroughly so I can apply my testosterone cream. While it dries I make some coffee, toast with protein peanut butter, and slice an apple. I scarf my breakfast without really tasting it, my stomach fluttering like a swarm of moths with first day of a new job jitters.

With a heavy sigh, I pull my flannel shirt over my undershirt and head out the door. It could be worse. Starting a new job isn't nearly as stressful as say, moving and going to a new school. There's a lot less people to meet, and therefore, less people to pretend you like.

The way to work is dull, the weather is as gloomy as I imagined it'd be, and it's all so dully perfect. I park at the forestry office and give my cheeks a pat and give myself a pep talk.

"I got this. I can do this," I say feebly to my reflection in the rearview mirror as I smooth my short black curls down and push up my glasses on the bridge of my nose. No one is going to bite me. There are no vampires or werewolves in Forks. Probably.

Okay, that's enough talking to my reflection. Time for work.

When I walk into the small office, the only person in the room jolts and rises up quickly to rush over and meet me. He looks older than me, perhaps in his forties, with a hint of gray starting to blossom on the temples of his dark, mussed hair, straighter than my own. An awkward looking smile crosses his pale face, and his kind blue eyes meet my own before traveling down.

Perhaps he's assessing my plaid flannel, or the pins on each corner of my collar—one trans pride flag, one he/him pin. If it bothers him, though, his face betrays nothing. If it did, I wouldn't fucking care. I'll bite bigots.

He only smiles, though, and shoves out his hand. "I'm Jim, he/him," he says, my heart swelling at the inclusion of his pronouns. Not a bigot. Good. We'll probably get along. "You must be the new guy. Callith, was it?" He says it wrong, like cay-lith instead of cal-lith. And that's why I prefer my nickname.

"Just Cal is good," I correct him with a polite smile and shake his hand, bigger than mine and calloused.

"All right, Cal." He smiles. "Lemme show you around." He waves me forward and shoots another lopsided smile at me. "Guess there's not too much to see here, but that just makes my job easier."

The forestry department has three old and slightly worn wooden desks, one which belongs to Jim and has a couple stacks of papers, an outdated computer, and a coffee mug which says 'I [tree symbol] Forks' on it. His chair is a midback task chair in burgundy with a couple places starting to rip. Of the other two desks, one is completely blank, and the other has a matching old computer, a fresh white binder, and a metal cup with an assortment of pencils and pens in it. The task chair pushed up to this desk is pine green and less worn.

"This'll be your desk, whenever you do need it. You'll mostly be our field worker, though, as discussed in your interviews. I take care of entering your field reports into the computer and file 'em away in the cabinets back there." He points to three filing cabinets on the back wall, none of them the same color. "And there's a coffee machine and water dispenser over there."

He gestures behind me, and I glance to the opposite wall, where a small folding table is set up with a Mr. Coffee. Beside the table is a small kitchenette with a sink and a hot and cold water dispenser next to it. On the other side of the counter are a mini fridge and a microwave. All the basic necessities of a small office. Even if some of them are practically dinosaurs.

Being where I am, this doesn't surprise me one bit. On the contrary, I find it quite quaint. This is what I want. Quaint, quiet, gloomy. Perfectly dull Pacific Northwest atmosphere. Honestly? I love it. It's great.

"Cool," I say.

"I know it's nothin' special. We're still a very small town, even after... you know." He waves his hand, as if to indicate what he isn't saying, what he doesn't have to say. Even after Twilight. And he's right. The population has only grown like, one-hundred and something in the last fifteen years?

"I like it."

He smiles warmly at my reassurance. "Good, I'm glad." Jim goes to his desk and pulls open the lower drawer, grabbing out something bright orange with strips of reflector tape on it. "Here's your work vest. You'll need to wear that any time you're patrolling the forest areas, for safety reasons, you know."

"Of course." I take the vest and drape it over one arm for now.

"It'll be nice to have a fresh set of eyes out there. People who've been here all their lives get bored, you know. Who knows what you might find out there?"

Who knows, indeed. Probably not a sasquatch. But maybe. That certainly wouldn't be quiet and quaint. It wouldn't be unwelcome, though. After all, it's part of the reason I came somewhere like this. Curiosity. Research. Science. All that jazz. It'll probably turn out to be completely unremarkable, though. That's how these things go. Expect great surprises and you’ll get unremarkable dullness.

Jim pulls out an actual paper map—I had no idea people even used such things anymore—and shows me all the spots circled on it. The camp grounds, the hiking trails, each of the forests. He warns me about a couple areas which might have bears or wolves as indicated on the map—just plain ol' wolves, he assures me with a wink—and hands it to me after folding it back up.

"That belonged to the previous person. It's yours now. Don't go losin' it either."

"No worries. I'll take a pic of it and pin all these in my maps app."

"See, lookit you. Already innovating. That's what this place needs, some new blood." Jim grins.

"What happened to the last person, anyways?"

Jim shrugs. "Moved on. You know how it goes sometimes." He pats my shoulder. "Well, get out there and acquaint yourself, and be careful, kid," he calls me, even though I'm not that young. I'm in my twenties. He seems to mean well, though, so I won't hold it against him.

"Thanks."

I take the binder and a couple pens from my desk and head back out to my Beetle. Pinning all the places on the map is a slightly tedious affair, but getting it out of the way is best. Stuffing the binder and pens in my bag, I program a route to each of the places pinned to get my bearings. Though I should introduce myself to the camp grounds managers, at some point, that's a lot of people time I'd rather not endure my first day on the job. So, I only drive by and take in the locations.

The last location on my list is one of the forest trails. Getting out there in the actual wilderness is the moment I've been waiting for. Fuck yes.

I pull on the orange vest and my backpack. It's gloomy, overcast, but not raining at the moment. I have a poncho in my backpack in the event of rain, though. One thing about being in forestry you learn quickly is to always be prepared.

Once I'm on the trail, I'm surrounded by green, green, green, and it's heaven. The trees here are old things, ancient beings, some hundreds of feet tall. The trees back in Ohio are all boring maples, and of course, buckeyes. Here, it’s evergreen all around, cedars and redwoods, firs and hemlocks. When winter comes, the trees won’t turn to leafless skeletons. It’ll be a winter wonderland of Christmas trees, and I can’t wait.

The ground is rich and springy with moisture, and there's moss covering the bases of the tree trunks and old fallen trees. Tiny hemlocks attach themselves as minions to larger trees, and sprouts of hemlock mistletoe broom outward from the branches of others. Despite being parasites, the mistletoes are best left alone. They’re part of the natural ecosystem of the forest. Instead, I merely make note of them in my binder, along with the approximate location, just in case they become too invasive and turn into an infestation.
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